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“A better world shall emerge based on faith and understanding.”

-General Douglas MacArthur

Chapter Six: Understanding

New York City, August 8, 2032

*
*
*
Blitz looked over Staten Island from his seated vantage point, an old, derelict five story building in the center of the island. He sighed when his gaze fell, yet again, on Manhattan: a seemingly bright jewel among the age, decay and roughness of the rest of what was at one point the largest metropolis in the United States. Now, of course, New York was divided in three: Manhattan being the dominate human locations, home to those who had power and good jobs; The Bronx, traditionally a poorer part of the city, was walled off  early on and turned into a Furry Ghetto. Brooklyn and Queens, home to mostly humans, was being overrun by Furry’s, with vast swathes of the area already being walled off: both sides were equally miserable, dirty and run down, but on one side was the humans, the other the furry’s. And that made all the difference.

Then there was Staten Island. The Island had been the home of immigrants and the middle class for decades, but after the outbreak of the transformations, many of which had occurred on Staten, it was decided to convert it into a Quarantine camp for Furries, with the hope of slowing, if not completely stopping, the outbreaks.

Blitz snorted. They did it twenty years ago, when it was estimated that out of the 310 million people of the US, about 2% had transformed. Now, it was more along the lines of 80% of those who were citizens of the former United States were now Furries, if not more due to birth rates and that sort of thing that only politicians talked about. New York, home to eight million citizens in 2010, before the outbreaks occurred, was now home to about two million humans and over 12 million of the transformed, the majority of whom were either younger than fifteen, or had been transformed in the past five years.
The rest of the US was just as divided. Everything west of the Rockies was Furry only: the last holdout of humans in Idaho was evacuated in 2026. The Midwest was a patchwork of Furry, human and mixed cities, almost all of which were walled to protect themselves from gangs and raiders, also composed of humans, Furries, or some combination in between. Almost everything outside of these few fortified settlements was No Man’s Land, where only the bravest and the foolhardy would dare venture out. Reports of packs of predator Fur’s eating other Furries and even humans who strayed on their turf were common, and the myths of vampire Furry’s, dragons and other mythological creatures left the people terrified to dare venture out of sight of the walls of these towns.
But the East coast, as well as most of the St. Lawrence River valley in Canada and the Southern States along the Gulf coast was under the control of the North American Union, the last semblance of Western Civilization in the America’s. Or so they claimed.

Blitz knew better. In his previous life working with the NAU, he realized early on that it was basically a Fascist Dictatorship run out of Washington, D.C. The few elections that are promised are usually cancelled or held off due to the “threats” of the Furry’s, allowing the “President”, Kelvin Arnold, to rule his land with an iron fist. Those who had opposed him where “in league with the transformed,” and were either exiled to the West or dropped off into Quarantine Centers with other Furries. And of course, he allowed the fear of the Furries, and what they will do to the rest of humanity if they were ever to take over, to keep him in power. He may be a Nazi bastard, but, according to the former human named Gregory Fairchild, a “contractor” with the Union Guards, Arnold’s own paramilitary force, it was either him or the Furries.
He sighed again, as he watched the sky darken, and the first stars to appear, twinkling like diamonds on the black cloth of night.

“So, Blitz,” a gruff voice came from behind the stallion, making him stand up and turn around in surprise, “enjoying your evening?”

“Yes, sir,” he answered, realizing he was now talking with the leader of the Forces of Freedom, the old bulldog Churchill.
The dog chuckled, and walked over to where Blitz was standing and sat down himself. After a few moments, the stallion gathered his wits and sat down again.

“This is a good view,” the canine said, waving his hand to encompass the whole scene before him.

“Yeah,” Blitz replied, staring fondly at the statue of Liberty, still standing despite the meaning of the monument having been lost in these times to the humans who now controlled the city.

They sat in silence for a few minutes, watching as the lights on Manhattan began to flick on, while only a few spots in Brooklyn and the New Jersey side of the river lit up. Of course, no electric lighting flashed on in Staten, the power having been cut years ago, but the sight of small fires lighting up different areas brought soft, natural lighting to small areas of the separated island. Soft sounds of different species of human/animal hybrids floated through the night sky
“This is so much different than it was before the Transformations,” sighed Churchill, continuing to look at the scene before him. “So different…”
Blitz knew that for sure. He was in Afghanistan, fighting the Taliban, when the entire force was ordered back home due to “civil disturbance,” which, only when they arrived, were they told about what was happening. Everyone in his platoon had heard of the “Furry’s” before, mostly because of the TV show stuff and the people who dressed up like the characters they made up from the top of their heads, but the fact that they were now real? That was the stunner. 
Within weeks of that, thousands suddenly transformed, the only warning was that got dizzy and couldn’t think straight. Men in his unit began dropping on marches, at the mess halls, even in their sleep. By 2018, when efforts to try to crack the genetic code of these new Furries failed to find a cure, all hell broke loose. People who were afraid of being turned into half human, half animal, creatures barricaded themselves and their families indoors, but still transformed either way. The ones who were most afraid transformed, the ones who wanted to become these Furry’s transformed. Everyone was changing.

The US effectively ended when President Santagos, the first, and last, Hispanic president transformed in 2023, and the majority of his cabinet and Congress in the following months. Around the world, the same thing was happening: in Iran, the government collapsed when attempts to suppress the newly transformed women to wear burka’s to maintain their “sanctity” were met with defiance, and eventually revolution. The Chinese Communist Party tried to stop the spread by making the Furries “disappear”, and it was only given up when the Premier was transformed in 2026, and the entire nation feel into anarchy. The European Union tried to ship the Furries out, but people were transforming too quickly to make a dent. Riots in Berlin, Prague and Paris against the Furries resulted in a massacre of thousands of transformed, lynched by angry mobs. African transformed were simply shot as they were changing, while witch doctors tried to assure the people (and make a lot of money) by creating charms which did next to nothing to prevent people from transforming.
Chaos all around the world, reported live by the 24 hour news networks, until they were forced under the government’s control to “maintain morale”. Around the world, the nations that tried to stop the Furry pandemic clamped down on the press and the people, forming dictatorships and heavy handed tactics, all in the name of keeping calm. It didn’t do much to stop the spread of the Furries, but it insured some, like President Kelvin Arnold of the North American Union, had a strong base of support to maintain power.
By 2025, the rate of transformation’s slowed, but didn’t cease. Mostly since the number human’s in contrast to Furries reached about 50-50 then, so of course it was going to slow down. And all this time, Gregory Fairchild, former Sergeant of the US Army, never did transform. Instead, he made his way home, only to find out that his family was gone, either transformed, dead or as refugees. He continued east, until he reached the NAU, and promptly agreed to help assist in the “Furry Problem” as a paid operative officially unaffiliated with the Union Guards, but with the right to work with the “American Gestapo” as the FOF called them.
Blitz sighed, knowing all that was now behind him. But, do the Furry’s forgive something like that so easily? He must have killed dozens personally, and arrested hundreds more to be tortured, abused and murdered later; he was sure he wouldn’t have done so. 
Churchill observed Blitz as he silently mulled over his thoughts, knowing what the horse was dealing with. So many other members of the FOF and many other Furries besides had lives they would rather not talk about. But if they want to do well in the organization of freedom fighters, they have to be able to hide it, or at least face it. Blitzkrieg, the stallion sitting next to him, hadn’t done one or the other yet, but once he could, he could be the best fighter of the Forces of Freedom they had. He had the skills, the experience and the training, but he was still conflicted over wither his humanity and his Furriness could be reconciled. 
The older bulldog yawned, and stretched his legs and arms, and heard a few cricks, and exhaled contently. The two continued to stare out over the Hudson River as the sun sank down behind them and the darkness engulfed the world. The bright lights of Manhattan soon dominated the scene, striking a sense of melancholy at the apparent power of the humans.
“We are going to have to strike at the power of the North American Union,” Blitz finally said. “It’s either that or we have to wait for everyone to transform.”

Churchill nodded. “That is exactly what we are planning. But we still have no set plan yet. We also need the right person to command the attack…”

Blitz nodded, but furrowed his eyes in confusion. “Why can’t Invictus do it? Or anyone else for that matter? Why not you?”

Churchill chuckled. “Sure they could do it. I could do it as well, but most of our council agrees someone else should lead it. Someone that the NAU doesn’t know…”

Blitz twisted around to face the old bulldog, who then turned his head to look at the stallion, and dipped his head, and the horse’s eyes grew wide.
“It will take some more time for that commander to be ready. Once he fully realizes what he stands for, and how to rally the people to him.” Churchill groaned as he stood up, shaking his short fur.
Blitz turned quickly. “But…”

Churchill turned back “But, what?” he asked.

The stallion sighed. “Cassius said I shouldn’t have been granted this leniency, to be able to work with the FOF. Why do you think I deserve it?”

Churchill stood for a moment, trying to think of what to say. He had never thought the horse would be so out there to say something like that. The stallion just looked at him, his eyes giving away the nagging thought of the need for closure and explanation. But was he ready for this?

“Blitzkrieg, I knew you would do much to help our cause. The Forces of Freedom are composed of so many that had used to work for the NAU, even some of the top members of the dictatorship that rules this land now stand in our ranks, but with their previous identities only known to a few. You were unfortunate in that case, as everyone knew who you were before you transformed, so you don’t have the ability to hide your past, and, in Cassius, it came back to bite you,” the bulldog explained.
“You still haven’t answered my question,” protested Blitz.

“Cassius couldn’t let his past, the injustice he had faced when he was younger, just slip by him. He wanted someone to pay for it, but after that confrontation he had with you, I told him to either forget it, or leave the FOF. We need everyone we can find to help us, no matter their past. He couldn’t see that, so that is why he took his own life, as he saw the FOF as the only way he could take his revenge on those who did him wrong, especially you.”

Blitz sighed. “But it is still my fault he died.”

“Not entirely. Cassius was as much the reason as you were. He was a child who never knew forgiveness, compassion or love. It is unfortunate, but it is the truth. He was brave and fearless, but only because his hate and misery drove him on the path to try to right the wrongs he had faced in the world,” Churchill continued. “But it is your goal now to try to get past that: to sort out your past, solve your present, and plan your future. I can’t help you with that, nor can anyone else. That is something you will have to do.”
Churchill turned to the stairs to take him down to the underground headquarters of the Forces of Freedom, and disappeared into the darkness of the building, leaving Blitz alone on the roof top, looking over what remained of New York. He sighed yet again, and held his face in his hands. Was he strong enough for this? Could he do it?

Did he want to?

